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THE FLIPPANT KID'S

Objection to the Man With

a Cigar;

as Told in a
TROLLEY MONOLOGUE

66 WELL. Gladys, 1 fear we’'ll
voking, ain't it, dear.
*®ut, re'lly, Gladys, dear, 1 ain’t g
with opera parties and all those frigh
another that I re’lly need the rest
pru-ens!

“Sniff, Gladys, sniff. Did somebody break a bottle of atter o' roses? °

have to call off that box. party. Pro-

You know, darling, there's not a rea-
son in the world why they shouldn’t let them run the play.

ot no kick comin’. I'm that worn out
tful 'ssembly balls and one thing and
Oh, ladyfingers, Gladys! Pass the

They did not. Gladys, it's the third time in a week that that apology for
a man in front of us has carried the stump of a poor, dead cigar into this

here car.
“Don’t you re'lly get it, Gladys?

hearty cold.

Well, that's the blessin’' of a real

You want to blow a note of thanks, Gladys.

“You know I'm no grouch, Gladys, and I let it slip the first time he did

it.

I just thought to myself (think he's gettin® this, Gladys?) I just thought

to myself, ‘Well, here's a poor guy that only had a nickel to his name and

bought three cigars with it. And now

the third one, so o’ course, he don't want to throw It away.

have a smoke after supper.’

he's down to the last two Inches of
A man’s gotta

“But when he did it the second time, I sort o' got a little peeved. ‘Must

be a habit,” I thinks.

And now he's at it again. Yea, bo!

“Fan me, Gladys, he ain’t heard a word. You'd think it would kill a
man to even make a cigar like that, wouldn't you, Gladys? Wonder what

they put in 'em? But don't tell me, |
tion from a child.

“Fan, Gladys, it's gettin’ worse.

always did have a delicate constitu-

“Excuse me, mister, but would you mind throwin® that cigar out the
winder? It’s makin' my little friend sick. Shut up, Gladys; I'm doin’ this.

“Thank vou ever so much, misle
awful nice of you.

r; she feels better already. It was

Smelled like a good cigar, too.”

AND ONE LAST ONE INTO IT.

“Why ehould we say nothing but gond
of the dead?’

“Well, one reason 2 that 8 man gets
enough knocks in a lifetime to last him
through eternity.”

WORKS JUST AS WELL.

“What
pulling, Senator?"
“There Is an improvement on it, my

has become of all the wire-

dear,

Wireless pull.”™

:

To Him That Hath
By LEROY SCOTT ‘
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CHAPTER XXXIII (Continued).

B

UT presently Kate's scnsges hegan

1o rouss, She began to see Oul-

finer of her disaster, ity con-

Fequences; her vAgue® PAIN sep-

into distinct pangs, each agon-

acute Hhe felt an Impulse to

the strect, but her metinctive

her throatl. She turned

hurried to her room, locke:

hersgelf in, and flung her hat upon the
foor and herself upon the bed

Bul even here she could not eryv.  All

ier life she had been strong, apRTes

sive, self-defendingz: she had ecried so

rarely that she knew not how, Bo =he

her wlole body Tetched
would not come up.
Lillian Drew's words, *“He's
thousand miles ahove you,” sat upon
lier pillow and cried into her ear, Bhe
had =een David's superior quality @nd
his superior tralning, but =she and he
had both been thleves—they wera hoth

Iny, dry-eved,
with sobs that
ten

struggling 1o rise clear of  thilevery.
This commonness of experience and of
nresent offort had made him seem very
near {o her—very attaimable. It was &
hond between them, a bond that 'im-

ited them to each other. And she i ad
steadfastly ceen a closer union a little
farther ahead.

Eut now he was not a thief. The
bond was snapped—ha wag ten thousand
miles ahove her! Her despair mag-
nitied him, diminished herself: and

when she cantrasted the two she shrank
te look upon the figure of her Insig-
nificance He must sep, her as such a
pYEmMy—how ecould he [ eare for such
paltriness? He never ‘could, He was
Jlost 1o her—utterly lost!

All that afternoon she was tortured
by her hopelessness. In the evening,
posseseed by an undeniable craving to
ree David, =he went to his house and
asked him to

wilk with her., For the

firet minute after they were in the
¥treet the silence of constratnt was be-
tween them. David could but Kknow, in
&8 vague way, of Kate's guffering; he
was pained, shamed thsat he was /L&
cause

In the presence of hier suffering, 1o
him, with his feeling of guilt, all else

eeemed trivial. Buot there was one mat-
ter that had to be spoken of.

“You've not told a soul, have wou,
what you learned this afternoen?’ Le
sesked,
“*No,” she returned, in s muffled
volee

“I wae sure you hadn’t I was afraid
this afternoon that Rogoers had over-
heard, but he didn't; either you talked
in low wvoices, he was asleen. No
one must ever know the truth—no one—
and espevinlly Pogors "

“*Why him especlaliy?™”’
chanically.

David hesitated., “Well, vou see one
thing that makes him feel close to me is
that he believes we have both been in
the same situatidn., In a way that has

oF

she asked me-

made ue brothers, 1f we knew other-
wise, It might make a dJdifference to
bim.”
“1 understand!” eald Kate's mulfied
vaine.

She avked him detaiis of the story
Lillian Drew had revealed, and, since
she slready knew so much, he told her—
though he felt her Interest was not in
what he =aid

At length—hp had yielded himself to
I guidance—they came out upon the
:lﬁk where they had talked a month
before. Ehe had wanted to be with him
alone, gnd she had thought of no better
place, Desplte the wind's being filled
with neecdles, they took their stand at
the dock’s end.

They looked out at the river that
writhed and leaped ynder the wind's
pricking—black. save benecath the arc
inmps of the Willlamsburg bridge, where
the rearing little wave-crests gleamed,

minutes they were sllent.
choked words burst from her:
“I'm not fit to be vour friend!"

Then the

“You mustn't let this afternoon maks

RKate,"
to. me. it
thousand

a difference,
doesn't
You are—a

he
Lo

besought. Tt
bhe my friend!

have you for & friend.”

She aquickly looked up at him. The
light from the bhridge lamps, a glant
string of glowing beads, lay upon her
face, In It there gleamed the sudden
emhoera of hope.

“But can yvou
she whispered

It whs agony
head,

T knew it!" she breathed dully.

When he saw the gray, dead despair
in lier face, he cried out, in his agony
and nbasement:

“Don't take it so, Kate!
worthy to he the cnuse of such paln.”

Ehe looked back at the river;: the wind
had set her gliivering, but she did not
know she was cold. He saw that she
was thinking, so he did not speak. After
eeveral minutey she asked in a low
volre

“Dio you still love Misg Chambers?”

He remalned silent.

“Do you?

"Yes

“As much as I love you?"

“Yeor"

There was a pause, When she next
spoke she was Jjookng at him tensely
in the face.

“Would she love you If she knew the
truth?”

“I shall never teall her.™

“But would she love you?' nha re-
peated fiercely. Bha clotched his arms
and her eyves hlazed. “She’d better not!
—T'd kill her!"”

The face he looked down inte was
that of a wild anlmal. He gazed at It
wilh fear and fascination,

The vindicative fire bogan slowly to
burn lower, then, at a puff, it was out,
“No! No!" she oried, convulsively,
gripping his armg tighter. “I wouldn't!
You know ] wouldn't!"

The face, so full of fury a minuta
before, was now twitching, and the
tears, that came sp hard, were trem-
hling on her lashes. Her g&ves embraced
his face for several moments.

“Ah! David!™ she cried, and her
words shook her, “‘even If ¥you don't love
me, David—] want you to be happy!’

CHAPTER XXXIV.

R. ALLEN put down his teacup

and gazod across the table at Hel-
en. Since Mrs, Bosworth had left the
drawing room, ten minutes before, they
had been arguing the old, old point, and
both held theéir old positlons.

“Then you will never, never give up
your ideas?” he sighed, with mock serl-
ousnesg that was wholly sericus,

“Then vou will never, never give up
vour ideas?” she repeated, in the same
tone,

“Never, never.”

“Neaver, naver.”

They looked at each other steadily for
a moment; then their
lizhiness fell from them.

“"We ocertainiv do disagree to perfec-
tion!" he exclaimed. ¢

“Yes. Bo perfectly that the more I
think of what wvou've asked for, the
mor» inndvisable does It seem.”

“But you'll change vel. A score of
drawn battles do not discourage me of
ultimate victory.”

“Nor me,” sha retermed quietly,

Thelr skirmish was interrupted by the
entrance of the footman. Helen took
the eard from ithe tay and glanced
at it

love me—some time?"

to him to shake his

I'm mnot

times over!" 1|
admire you—I honor you—I'm proud to!

| stop,

nmake-believe

Gink 'and Dink

Do Their Wives Answer
When They Call?

Drawn for The Times.

BY
C. A. VOIGHT
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You DON'T WAVE To
HOLLER DO YoU
SPEAK LikE A
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HAVE TO REPEAT
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day glfts!"”

“W

your manner is arrogant.

are.

mation.

would think she was terribly rude.

anger.

Just look at vourself in the glass.
have an irritatingly satisfied expression on your face. And
And you are really obnoxious.
There is not one among the girls to whom yon make
your announcement but would like to say some cutting,
pride-puncturing word to get even with you.

But, you see, they happen to be more polite than you
You put them in an uncomfortable place; and their
courtesy keeps them there. Probably, you imagine you
have reduced them to silent admiration by your infor-

If the girl who had a beautiful diamond ring given
her for her birthday present should tell you that all of
your gifts together were not so valuable as her one, you
You would immedi-
ately conclude that she was deliberately trying to make
you uncomfortable and to awaken your envy or Jyour

But isn’'t that exactly what she has a right to think you
are doing to her and tothe other girls? You do not real-
ize how often, when you begin your bragging, the girls
have to sit listening and biting their tongues to keep from

SHE HOLDS IT UP TO THE GIRL WHO BRAGS.
HY, do you know, 1 reqeived fifty-three birth-{

You

And you know

being as rude to you as you are to them.

Of course, you have missed nothing in your inventory.
Brags never do! You have counted both of vour hedroom |
slippers. Each volume of the set of Poe's. works you |
have carefully added to your list. The right and the left |
glove of the pair you received figure individually.
the salt and pepper holders that are cunningly wedded In
a little silver rack are divorced in your counting.

And after that last week-end visit you made you told
the girls on your return about the number of men who
asked you to dance after your card was full. “You re-
cited the splendors of the room you occupled as if they | body a-tappin' on de winder. But we's
had been created and arranged for your especial benefit.
You appropriated the party that your hostess gave as a
personal complimént to you. And, of course, your gowns | you be no fool nigger, Mammy Sue; yo’
were not so elegant as some worn by the other guests; |
but “everybody” remarked upon your “individual style.”

Of course, this bragging does no real harm to anybody | I seed de curtain move; an’ Miss Jinny
but yourself. But it does enough to you to make it worth
giving up. It stings and irritates your friends just as the
sandfleas and mosquitoes bother pepple on the beach.

And

what those people do. They just go

away. They get out of range of the Irritating tormentors.
Girl who brags, the first thing you know, you will see
your friends running when you appear in sight.

her I'll join her =oon.” She turned back
to Mr. Allen. “PBerhaps you remember
her—she was a2 mald at your house a
little while—a Mis« Morgan.”

“I remember her, yes'" he sald in-
differently,

Hls face clouded; he made an effort
at lightness, but his words were sharp.
‘“WWhere—oh! where are yvouy going io
Helen? You are at St, Christo-
pher’'s twice a weel, not counting fre-
quent extra visits. Two days ago, so
you've just told me, that Mr, Aldrich
was here. Todayv, It's thie girl. And
the week’'s not yet over! Don't you
think there might at least be a litlle
moderation?” .

“You mean,” she returned quistly.
“that, if we were married, you woull
not want these friends of mine to come
to your house?"

“Y should mot! And 1 wish | knew
of some way to snap off that side of
your MNfe!” :

She regarded him meditatively. “Sinca
there’a 50 much about me youn don't ap-
prove of, I've often wondered why You
want Lo marry me, Love is not a rea-
son, for you don't love me.”

The answers ran through his head.
He admired her; she had beauty, brains,

#ocial standing, social tact, and, last of
“ot importance, she had

senk, and gleamed agaln, For geveral “Show her into the lbrary and tell jall, but still

money—the qualitied he most desired In
his wife. But to make a pretense of
love, whatever the heart may be, i a
convention of marriage—like the bride’s
bouquet, or her train. So he =aid:

“But [ do love you."

“Oh! no you don't—no more than I
love you.”™

“Then why would you marry me?—if

you do.”
“Because 1 like you: because T ad-
mire your gqualities; because [ belleve

my life would be richer and fuller and
more eofficlent! and because | should
hope to alter certain of your opinlons.”

“Well, 1T don't care what the reasons
are—just =0 they're strong enough,” he
sald lightly. He rose and held out his
hand; his face grew serious; his voice
lowered. “I must be golng. Four\more
days, remember—then your answer.”

After he had gone she sat for several
minutes thinking of life with him, to-
ward “which reason and circumstgnces
pressed her, and from which, sincs the
day he had declared himself, she had

This ‘marriage was so different
o‘nlurrque of her lgwrunw—n
ma ove, of commaon s; yet
in ft, Rer judgment told her, lay the
bes® use of her Hfe,

She dismlssed her troubling thoughts
with a sigh, and walked back to the If-
brary. As she entered Kate rose from
« high-backed chair behind the
table whose polished top abone

the light from the chandeljer.
face was white., her mouth was A taut
line, her eyes gleamed feverishly amid
the Ful"pled rings of wakeful nights,
Helen came smiling across the nolse-
less rug, her hand held out.
“I'm very happy to see you, Miss

Mo A

Kate did not move. She allowed Holen
to = a moment, hand still out-
held, while her dark eyes blazed into
Helen's face. Then she abruptly laid
her hand into the other, and as abrupt-
1y withdrew It.

I want to speak to you,” she sald.

“Certalnly. Won't you sit down?"

Katps jerked 2 hand toward the wide,
curtained doorway through which Helen
ha.d entered,

‘Close_the d:gr."
“Why?" ask Helen, surprised,
“Close door,”” she re ted In the
hecmr ., Jow, short tone. *“'Nobody.must
Kate's forced voice and the repressed
guuon of her bearing, startied Helen.
e drew together 1
doors, and returned to
Kate jerked her hand
et
“And that door.”

v —
(The Comntinustion of This Story Wi
Be Founad in Tomorrow's lasue
of The Timtes.)

Kate's

MR. PEEVED PROTESTS

Against Women Donning
Straw Hats .So Early

FTO HIS PATIENT WIFE

il

hog didn't see his shadow."

me. Wear a winter hat!

Mrs. Peeved sniffed.

clerk.”

hasn't got her hat yet.”

MAID TO ORDER

“Figures can't le""
“*They can le under other material™

“What of 1t?" sald Mr. Peeved with Irritation.
over and done with; the nasty little beast came right out and turned
around and walked right in again or else he stayed out. Who cares?”

“It means,” said Mrs. Peeved placidly, holding up her embroidery to
view the effect—"it means an early spring.”

Mrs. Peeved sewed for a moment in silence.

“I saw a lovely straw hat for $10 today,” she said, absently, and Mr.
Peeved snorted. “I knew It,” he shouted, “I knew it; that's the way, never
a day that you don't want to spend money.
You don't see men runnin’ around in straw hats
when there's snow on the ground just because of the groundhog, do you?”
“John,” she sald, “who is ‘Bill'?"

“Dunno,” said Mr. Peeved, but he stopped reading. .

“When 1 called you at the office today,” his wife went on, “you were
1 talking on the other phone, so I waited.
old man, I'll shake the old lady tomorrow evening; we'll go out and hit if

up, and we'll get a drink to cool off. Ida? Oh! sure, shell come.
“It wasn't me talking,” sald Mr. Peeved, nervously.

Mr. Peeved dug down in his pocket. -
zle,” he said cheerfully. “I don‘t mind staying home alone one evening.

OHN,” sald Mrs. Peeved, glancing across at her husband, who was
reading the sporting page of the evening paper, “the groundhog
didn't see his shadow, or why this weather?”

“Nancy came in second, well, well,” said Mr. Peeved, then catching his
wife’s eye, he dropped the paper, assumed his usual frown and said, “Well?"
“When you're quite through thinking about those girls you go round
with,” sald Mrs, Peeved, ominously, I will repeat my remark. The ground-

“Groundhog day Is

I tell you, woman, you'll ruin

1 heard you say, ‘All right, Bill,

“It was the head

“Humph,” said Mrz. Peeved, “1 just thought that if it was you I'd go buy,
that hat témorrow and then go and see my sister in the evening. She

“Go in and beat sister to a fraze

“Touching story, that aboul Poca-
hontas, isn't it?" o

“Yes, but there probably wouldn't
have been anv if she had known that
his name was John Smith.”

—
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Sandman Stories
For Jusm&dtime :

€] HAD a letter from father today,”
sudd Mary when she and Carollne

Frances were seated In Mammy Sues

the night she saw the ghosts.™

Mammy Sue ghook herself with laugh-
ter. “"Deed | does.,” she sald, wiping
her eyes; “you tell Mas' Dave I nebber
will fo'get dat night.”

“Did you see ghosts?" asked Caroline
Frances; "real ones, Mammy Sua?"*
“Es real as any ghost dat ebber was,"”
Mammy Sue replied.

“Do tell us about them,”™ said Mary.
“Well, draw yvo' chairs up close,” sald
Mammy Bue, * 'cause yo" will sho be
scat. A long time ago when Mas' Dave
war’ ‘bout ten an’ Mliss Jinny war 'bout
sev'n, o' Mas' an® Miss dey go 'way on
ia vis't. Miss Jinny an’ me we sleep in
| missy's room, an’ massy he ‘lowed he
| war guin' to sleep dar, too. 8o I fixed
|a bed on de flo’, an’ we all sleep in dat
room,
| “One night, atter de house am all
|=till, s0 yo' could hear a chickin peep, I
| wakes up, an’ [ hears A noise like some-

upstars, an’ | knowed dar couldn't be
nobody: an® de moon war a shinin’, an’
I didn't see nobody. I jes thinks, ‘Don’

go to sleep,” Bimeby I wake up agin’;
|an' dis time Miss Jinny, she wake up,
| too. 1 nebber gald nuffin’, but I'se sho’

she say, in a whisper:
what move dat curtain?

“I tole her: ‘Yo' get sleep, honey.
Dat de win' blowin' it." °*No,” she say;
‘de winder ain't open." Jes den it shake
an' shake, an' den somefin® white runs

‘Mammy Sue,

[waKEs uP anD |
k' HEARS A NOSE

Miss
Jinny she snuggle up close to me, an’
tremblin® lak a leaf. ‘Did you' see dat?
ahe ax me. 'Twan't no use sayin' I
didn't, ‘cause she knowed ! did. Den
somethin’ white bobs up jus’ ober de foo-
board an' den go out ob sight. All dis
time lil mas’, he sleepin’. Den de moon
come in de winder brighter, an’ [ sce &
white thing run across de flo’; and
Mlss Jimny, she screamsg right out, an'
dat wake up Mas' Dave.

““What yo' all holler fo’'?" he ax,
sittin' up in bed. An' den anodder white
thin run ober him, an’ he jump up an’
get 4 match.

tell him, but Miss Jinney sSa say ‘look
Pave, thar are white things a-runain’
all ‘roun’ de room.'

“‘Dem are my white mice,” he say,

“My teef war a chatterin® so couldn’t |

1

| MAMMY SUE'S GHOST STORY.

cabin, “and he sent his love to you and|can't find but fo' an' [ had five, he tol
said ask Mammy Sue If she remembers| us. Miss Jinny an me we go in anod-

Jinny un me jes kivver up our heads
an® holler.

“Mas Lave he hunt an’ hunt an’ he

der room an’ slepp an' we shut de deoor
cause’ we couldn’t sleep In dar wif dat
mouse runnin’ *roun’ loose.

“An' de nex’ mornin’ a sittin' on de
bureau war dat odder mouse. We sleep
in de room wid him after all. Mas
Dave he bought dem mice an' he hid
dem in de hall under de sofa., ‘causs

he knowed I'd make him take dem out
to de barn. and de mice dey gits out ob
de box somewhow and dey rung all
obber de house,

“Mas' Dave he nebber did fo'get how
scat me and Miss Jinny war."

“I think that is a nice ghost story,”
sald Mary.

“80 do I1.,” sald Caroline Frances,
“only I should like to hear a real ghost
story.”

‘Dat am as real as any ob dem,
honey lam’, " said Mammy Sue: ‘don’

vo. let no such nonsens=e git in yo' prets"

ty head.”
——

Wrong Species.
Society Woman-—] see by today's pa-
per I am referred to as “one of fagh<
fon's butterflies.*
Her Husband—Coneidering the way

you go through clothes | should think
moth would apply better.

Why He Enjoy;&- it.

Daisy—Did you enjoy your trip tle
Europe?
Danjel—Yes, indeed! All *he time

I was there 1 was thinking what fun
it would be o get back.

Just Wait.

Said the guy young blonde to the nice
brunette:

| “Po we win men? Well,jyou just bet.”

Said {me“nlce brunette to the blonde =2
rall:
“You watch us when peroxides fail.””

Appropriate Reply.
City Cousin—Tell me, sir, how's the
milkmaid?

Country One—It ain’t made, you poot
mutt! The cow gives it

Rewarding the Cook.

Mrs. A—Do you make your coock pay
for what =he bruaks? )

Mra. B.—Mercy. no. We'd never ba
able to keep hér. What we do Is re-
ward her liberally at the end of every

Uun' de lamp, When he say mice, Miss mouth for what she didn't break.




